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Michael saluted, and resumed his progress ; once out of
sight of Henry Boddick, he took a taxi. A little more of
this, and he would lose the sweet reasonableness without
which one could not sit in c that House '!
' For Sale or to Let' recorded recurrently in Portland
Place, somewhat restored his sense of balance.
That same afternoon he took Francis Wilmot with him
to the House, and leaving him at the foot of the Distin-
guished Strangers' stairway, made his way on to the floor.
He had never been in Ireland, so that the debate had
for him little relation to reality. It seemed to illustrate,
however, the obstacles in the way of agreement on any
mortal subject. Almost every speech emphasized the
paramount need for a settlement, but declared the im-
possibility of ' going back ' on this, that, or the other factor
which precluded such settlement. Still, for a debate on
Ireland it seemed good-tempered ; and presently they
would all go out and record the votes they had determined
on before it all began. He remembered the thrill with
which he had listened to the first debates after his election ;
the impression each speech had given him that some-
body must certainly be converted to something; and
the reluctance with which he had discovered that nobody
ever was. Some force was at work far stronger than any
eloquence, however striking or sincere. The clothes were
washed elsewhere ; in here they were but aired before
being put on. Still, until people put thoughts into words,
they didn't know what they thought, and sometimes they
didn't know afterwards. And for the hundredth time
Michael was seized by a weak feeling in his legs. In a few
weeks he himself must rise on them. Would the House
accord him its ' customary indulgence '; or would it say ;
c Young fellow—teaching your grandmother to suck eggs
—shut up !'

